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      About Fall of the House of Cat

      Mr. Poe’s months-long rivalry with Cèsar Hawke comes to a head when they’re forced to cooperate on an investigation. The vampire barista’s house has been falling apart since her feline companion passed away, and she’s convinced it’s punishment for her sins as a cat mom from the god of cats himself. Searching for the truth leads Mr. Poe on a treacherous path of mortality, mystery, and trying to convince his owners they don’t need a second cat.

      The fourth entry in the Psychic Cat Mysteries novelette series.
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        The vacant mind is ever on the watch for relief, and ready to plunge into error, to escape from the languor of idleness.

        Ann Radcliffe
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            Dear Reader…

          

        

      

    

    
      Welcome back to Haven, the retirement home for immortals. It’s a beautiful small town populated by vampires, faeries, demigods, and titans, all of whom share an uneasy detente. The violence they can’t use against one another is fully invested in gossip and trying to get a better deal on turnips at the farmer’s market.

      In the heart of it all naps Mr. Poe, a magical cat who can shapeshift into a human boy, read minds, and solve mysteries with the best of them.

      If this is your first dip into my universe, welcome! If this peek into The Descentverse is interesting and not too frustratingly confusing, you may be interested in trying one of my many free books.

      If you’re a Descentverse regular, welcome back! I hope you brought your yarn bowl.

      Happy reading.

      ~ Sara, May 2020

      http://smreine.com/
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            The Boredom Trap

          

        

      

    

    
      Though I was loath to be left alone, most of the interesting things in my life happened when I was left unsupervised. Only one person in all of Haven realized that the black cat who lived at 221 Cook Street could shapeshift into a human, and I preferred to keep it that way. Had I tried getting into more “interesting” scenarios while supervised, my secret would not have remained secret for long.

      Thus, after spending two solid months at home with my non-cat family, I was suffering. My mummy Suzy and one of her husbands, Cèsar, had stayed home together the entire summer. I was supervised every day and night. There was nothing I could do more interesting than chase wire twist ties across the kitchen floor.

      It was misery for a detective such as myself. I am a genius by any standards, but especially so for a feline. Thus was the gift of the Ring of Bau, an artifact I accidentally consumed in the teething stage of my kittenhood, when its various gems presented a pleasing pressure to my gums. Though I had managed to regurgitate most of the ring, some gems remained within my body. I retained the gifts of the magical artifact. This included my extreme cleverness—though I had already been very clever, as well as very handsome, as evidenced by my mummies’ frequent gushing over me.

      My powers had continued developing over time. I could read minds of most people, excepting the sheriff who assisted me on investigations. Gwyneth Gresham was an elderly, no-nonsense zombie, and my sole confidante in my clandestine efforts to keep Haven safe from mischief. I didn’t need to read her mind. She was as enslaved by my charm as my mummies and served as a staunch ally.

      I had also begun seeing into the future. This ability was new, and beyond my control for the time being.

      Had I been entertained by such visions, I may not have found myself drowning in the predictable skittering of the twist tie across the kitchen floor. It became a daily ritual. As much as it pained me to suffer the indignities of hunting tiny wire prey, it entertained Suzy.

      “Yeah, you kill that twist tie,” she said fondly. “You’re such a vicious murderer. Look at you, killer.”

      I obediently laid upon my side and batted under the coffee table to bring the tie back. Then I chewed on it for some time, before allowing its irregular shape to send it skittering toward the couch. I hunted it there too, under Suzy’s socked feet. She scooped me from the ground, her hands curved under my belly, and rested me against her breasts.

      “Murderer,” she said again, teasing my nose so I could swat at her finger. I drew it into my mouth for a loving nibble. “I’m going to miss you while I’m in the Ethereal Levant.”

      She must have been going on one of her many business trips. For once, I was delighted. I had previously been known to throw lengthy protests in advance of such business trips. I made myself impossible to pry out of suitcases, vomited hairballs into shoes, and yowled nonstop. Yet that was when I had been a kitten, merely a babe with disproportionately large ears. I had grown into quite the young man. I no longer needed to cling. Once I was free of supervision, I could engage in more meaningful uses of my time.

      I followed Suzy to her bedroom, winding between her legs, agile enough that she never stepped on me. I arrived on her pillow before she could toss her suitcase onto the bed. She opened the zipper to unfold its aromatic depths, from whence wafted the scent memories of a thousand trips: travel-sized shampoo bottles, tinctures of quicksilver, and more hand sanitizer than one angel could possibly need.

      “I wish I could pack you and take you with me,” Suzy said wistfully, stroking my spine. I arched my butt into her hand. Although I was resigned to being abandoned while she made some political tour of the mortal worlds, I had still parked myself inside her suitcase. I needed quite a lot of attention to get myself through the lonely days to come.

      Unfortunately, we were not alone in the house that day, and there were other demands for Suzy’s attention.

      “It’s too late for this trip, but I heard they’re considering pet visas for interplanar travel,” Cèsar said. He leaned against the inside of the doorway, nearly filling it with the breadth of his shoulders. He was in a form that looked like a human male. It was an illusion. He was one of the sidhe and naturally had far more interesting coloring. “Bet you that Fritz could swing a pet visa before the next trip. You could take the little devil with you.”

      The idea was alarming, and only in part because I had no desire to leave Haven.

      If Cèsar wanted me to go on a trip, he must have had an ulterior motive.

      Cèsar Hawke and I were mortal enemies. As a cait sidhe, he could become a very large glowing feline. He was considered powerful among the sidhe, with royal blood, but he held no office for his people. Instead, he frolicked around my house, getting his nasty tomcat stench on my couches, and refused to let me lick the steak juice off his plate.

      We had been in a weeks-long detente while he honeymooned with my mummy—something that never would have happened without my intervention or approval, for the record—yet I could fake-purr a thousand times without ever forgetting this man-cat was pure, oafish evil.

      If he sent me to Earth, I was confident I would never return to Haven.

      “I’ll look into a pet visa,” Suzy said, much to my despair. She was falling right into this handsome faerie’s trap. “He’s been so bad lately. He’s never pooped in so many shoes before.”

      I could pretend to approve of Cèsar, but I could not resist the urge to state my opinions with my bowels once in a while. Never more than once a day. The man’s shoes reeked less with my leavings in them.

      “I think he’s bored,” Suzy said. “Maybe I should add a jungle room to the house so he can play outside without going outside. Could release prey animals in there…like feeder mice.”

      “He’s a house cat, not a jaguar,” Cèsar said.

      “Po-tay-to, po-tah-to,” Suzy said enigmatically.

      “I think he needs a friend.”

      I was terribly offended. Who needed friends when one was worshiped by the two most beautiful non-cat women to grace this or any other plane of existence? And when it came to needs beyond feeding, petting, and adulation, I had the sheriff. There was nothing a cat could provide to my life except competition for food and lap space.

      “Cats are territorial,” said Suzy, ever prepared to serve me.

      “Get a kitten. Grownup cats will raise the little ones and they get along fine,” Cèsar said.

      “I’m surprised that your reaction to getting poo in your shoes is to add cats to the house. It’s as though you like poo in your shoes.”

      “I bet there will be less mess if he’s not so bored,” he said, “and I’m willing to put up
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